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Mas CRESPICN 


HE following Poku, Mapam, unworthy of 


being inſcribed to your name, I ſhould never 
have preſumed to obtrude on your notice, had. 
you not been the only Perſon to whom it could 


properly be dedicated. 


Tux flattering, though undeſerved, partiality, 
with which you have long honoured me, will, I am 
confi. incline you to receive the fruit of my la- 
bours with that candour and indulgence fo peculiarly 
your own :—from. People in general I dare not hope 
to experience an equal degree of kindneſs ; but, what- 
ever be the light in which they may conſider the 


_ enſuing 
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enſuing LIN Es, I ſhall always derive one gratification 
from having written them, that of being furniſhed 
with an opportunity of ſhewing the reſpect with which 


J am, 
Map au, 


Your ſincere Admirer 


and very affectionate Friend 


THE AUTHOR. 


ADVE R- 
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A DVERTIS EME Nx. 


— misfortunes of CHARLES SHORT, an American Loy- 

aliſt, whoſe life conſtitutes the ſubje& of the following 
Pot, are ſo aptly calculated to ſoften the human heart, and en 
force the great duty of Benevolence, that it ſeemed incumbent on 
thoſe who poſſeſſed the power, to make ſuch a Story generally 
known: and, in order to heighten the intereſt, it was thought ex- 
pedient that the Tale ſhould be told in Verſe. 


Tux Perſon who has undertaken this difficult taſk, feels herſelf” 
ſo very unequal to it, that ſhe cannot, without extreme timidity 
and apprehenſion, place her Work before the eyes of a diſcerning. 
Public: but, though her Poetry may abound with errours, ſhe pre- 
ſumes to boaſt one i that of having adhered, in every poſſible 
inſtance, to the moſt a truth ; except where the fear of being 
charged with flattery, has prevented her from beſtowing « juſt 
degree of praiſe on that amiable and diſtinguiſhed Character, whoſe. 


+ active 
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active benevolence induced her to ſtand forth the Protectreſs of a 


worthy, but unfortunate SOLDIER. 


ResPECTING that part of the wretched Creature's life which 
paſſed in Great-Britain, every circumſtance, related in the follow- 
ing Pages, is /iterally true ; but with regard to that part which 
was ſpent in America, his ſudden death prevented him from giving 
a minute relation of ſome particulars ; however, even in this period 


of the Story, Truth has marked the outline. 


AND if a peruſal of the enſuing Poem ſhould tend to ſoften but 
one heart, before inſenſible to the emotions of Benevolence, the 
Author will think herſelf amply recompenſed for the time ſhe has 


employed in verſifying this piteous, and, it is to be hoped, ſingular 
Story. 


. THE 


POOR SOLDIER: 
1 


AMERICAN TA LX 


N that bright Seaſon when Sol's fervid ray 


From Cancer's feveriſh Sign diſpenſes day, 
The fair FELICIA leaves her rural Bowers, 


And rapid drives towards London's ſtately towers: 


Her pamper'd courſers, of their burden proud, 
Whirl her light chariot, thro' a duſty cloud, 
To that vaſt Arch which decks great Pembroke's name 


With deathleſs wreaths of architective fame; 

That Arch nigh which the hallow'd Abbey rears 
Thoſe hoary ſpires that brave the wreck of years, - 
While Thames, rich-laden with all Nature's ſtores, 
Thro' the wide concave his pure waters pours. 
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FELICIA, on ſome pleaſing theme intent, 
Mounts ſlowly up the Bridge's throng'd aſcent ; 
When glancing careleſs on the motley Crew 
Who ſwift, with buſy faces, paſs'd in view, 
She ſaw, and ſeeing heav'd a tender ſigh, 
While Pity's tear ſtood trembling in her eye, 
A Form, (recumbent in a dank Receſs) 

Which ſpoke variety of wretchednels. 

A Soldier's garb the mournful Object wore, 

A wooden-leg, ſtern Honour's badge, he bore ; 
Dire Famine in his hollow cheek was ſeen, 
But placid Reſignation mark'd his mien. 
Near this wan Wretch, in meditating mood, 
Snow'd o'er by years, a reverend Figure ſtood, 
In humble plain attire, yet ſtill he ſeem'd 


A Man on whom more proſperous hours had beam'd : 


Writing he was, ſave when, with pitying ray, 


His eyes were caſt where the poor Soldier lay. 


FELICIA ftop'd—and bade a Menial go 
On the maim'd Wretch ſome trifle to beſtow ; 


He, 
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He, quick returning, to the Fair One ſaid: 

* von hoary Man heaps bleflings on thy head, 
For having -done, howe'er unwittingly, . 

A deed replete with brighteſt charity.” 


6 What means the Sage ? (amaz'd FELICIA cries ;) 
Can alms, ſo ſcanty, to a virtue riſe? ” 
Thus ſpeaking, from her chariot ſhe deſcends, 
And to the 'Sage her rapid footſteps bends : 
He, gazing on her face, where ſhone combin'd 


A Syren's beauty with an Angers mind, 
Joyous exclaims: “ Sure Heaven hath ſent thee here, 
To wipe from Miſery's eye the guſhing tear 
To ſnatch from ghaſtly Famine's- dread controul 
This poor remains of One who bears a ſoul 
So brave, ſo virtuous, that immortal Fame 
Might with Britannia's Heroes rank his name 
Ungrateful England! ſhall the Man whoſe blood 
Flow'd, at thy bidding, in a copious flood; 
Who left his happy Cot, his fair domains, 

To war for thee on Carolina's Plains, 
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Shall he in vain ſolicit thy relief, 
And die from meagre want and pining grief?“ 
“ Forbid it, Heaven! (replies the ardent Fair;) 
No- Chelſea ſhields the Veteran from deſpair ; 
There Charity a noble alms beſtows 


On him whoſe blood for Britain's honour flows.” 


& To gain that noble alms, (the Stranger cries ;) 
This mangled Veteran left his native ſkies ; 
But ſoon, alas, he found each effort vain ! 
For what can friendleſs Poverty obtain ? 
His General abſent far, no ſuccour nigh, 
The famiſh'd Wretch had lain him down to die; 
When, chancing o'er this Bridge to ſpeed my way, 
I ſaw him, knew him, and, from day to day, 
Have of my little pittance ſpared a part 
To ſnatch from Death's embrace his freezing heart : 
His Countryman am — enſanguin'd earth 
Of loſt America to each gave birth; 
And, as thou cam'ſt, methought I would eſſay 


His more than common miſeries to pourtray 
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In artleſs lines; that all who ſaunter'd by 
Might read his wants, nor kindly aid deny.” 


FELICIA's heart ran o'er :—* Henceforth, (ſhe cried ;) 
Be the maim'd Veteran from my purſe ſupplied : 

Nor is this all—-my utmoſt power I'll ſtrain 

To place him ftraight mid Chelſea's favour'd Train. 
But, tell me, who art thou ? whoſe deeds reveal 

A mind that glows with Pity's warmeſt zeal.” 


« An humble Loyaliſt, unknown to fame, 
(The Sage returns ;) and HAMILTON * my name. 
On the ſmall wreck of a once plenteous ſtore 
I live, nor ever with my little more, 
Save when afflicted Virtue I perceive, 
And want the means that Virtue to relieve.” 
The proſtrate Veteran, to whoſe poignant grief 
A ſtupor kind had miniſter'd relief, 
* Pavr Haut ron, Eſquire, who loſt a conſiderable effate, in South Carolina, 
by his ſteady adherence to the Britiſh cauſes 
| Now 
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Now ſtarts - with rapture and amazement fraught— 


FELICIA's words the torpid Wretch had caught : 
Then, ſudden, bending towards the Fair, he cries : 
« Art thou ſome Angel, ſent from happier ſkies, 
In mercy ſent, to guide my devious way 

To thoſe bright Realms of everlaſting day, 
Where virtuous ſouls quaff bliſs without alloy, 


And Sorrow's tears are turn'd to ſmiles of joy? 2 


The paſſing Crowd, invited by the ſound 
of Rapture's accents, gather faſt around 
The modeſt Fair, who, by their gaze diftreſs'd, 
With haſty ſpeech the Veteran thus addrefsd: 
« Shew thy Certificate yet hold — declare, 
Can'ſt thou entruſt it to a Stranger's care? 


Can I ?—O Heaven !—Tho' pierc'd with Miſery's dart, 
Suſpicion ne'er found entrance to my heart. 
Yes, take my all—and may kind Fate beſtow 
The beſt, the choiceſt bleſſings here below 


He cou'd no more.—FELICTA graſps the Scroll 
A thouſand ſoft emotions melt her ſoul, 
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As, ſudden, to her chariot ſhe retreats, 
And joins the throng in London's noiſy ſtreets. 
Thoughtful ſhe. goes, revolving many a plan 
To place mid Chelſea's Penſioners the Man 


Whoſe gallant ſervice, and whoſe wretched ſtate, 

Call loud for ſuccour from the Rich and Great, 

Thus buſied, to that Pile FELICIA came 

Which from barbaric War derives it's name: 

She ſtops—and to the martial Office goes, 

Where, with. kind zeal, ſhe pleads her Veteran's woes, 
To One whoſe open brow proclaims a ſoul 

Pliant to gentle Pity's ſoft controul : 

This Youth—but wherefore, Muſe, neglect to breathe 
A name that merits Honour's brighteſt wreath ? 

(If active warm Benevolence may plead 

A ſacred title to that envied meed;) 


RANDOLE * thus anſwers ſtraight the anxious Fair: 


„ To gallant HowarD +, Chelſea's Chief, repair, 
Since he, and he alone, can grant thy pray'r.” 


This Gentleman is a principal Clerk in the Invalid-Office. 
+ General Six GeorGEe How ARD, K. B. Governor of Chelſea Hoſpital. 
| « Alas, 
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&« Alas, I know him not!” (FELIcIA fighs ;) 
C Yet ſeek him, Lady, (ardent RANDOLL cries :) 


He joys the friendleſs Soldier to relieve ; 
He bids the Child of Sorrow ceaſe to grieve ; 


For ſweet Philanthropy, angelic Gueſt! 
Hath fix'd her empire in his noble breaſt.” 


Thus urg'd, FELICIA heſitates no more; 
But inſtant bends her courſe to Howard's door: 
Yet vain her ſpeed—the Chief is far away— 
But learning, that the next revolving day 
_ Chelſea's brave Rulers will in council meet, 
The Fair, with warmeſt charity replete, 
Reſolves thoſe baſhful feelings to controul, 
Which oft o'erwhelm with dread the female ſoul, 
And, in the virtue of her motive bold, 


Before the Chiefs her Story to unfold. 


Next morn, to tend the martial Board repair 


The ſuramon'd Veteran with his guardian Fair; 


T: 


And, 
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And, while expectant of the Chiefs they wait, 


FELICIA bids the crippled Wretch relate 
His life's fad Tale—The crippled Wretch obeys; =. 
And, ſighing deep, his ſorrows thus diſplays. 


Ere War's diſaſtrous enſigns were unfurl'd 
To ſcatter ruin o'er the Weſtern World ; 
Ere Britain's Sons, on tyrant power intent, 
To Boſton's Shore their hoſtile Legions ſent ; 
Peaceful I liv'd, a wealthy Cottage-Swain, 


In Southern Carolina's fair domain. 


Each morn when Sol aiſpersd the ſhades of * 
And, riſing, put the modeſt ſtars to flight, 
Alert I roſe, my fruitful Farm to till, 
Or guard the Tenants of my fields from ill. 
My daily toil ſecur'd the meed of health ; 
My conſtant induſtry improv'd my wealth ; 
While, of pure Wedlock's hallow'd joys poſſeſt, 
Nor Grief, nor Care, found entrance to nay breaſt. 
C No 
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No vain ambitious dreams diſturb'd my ſoul, 


Each paſſion own'd calm Reaſon's mild controul, 
Nor did one ardent anxious thought obtrude, 
Save that beſt ardour to be wiſe and good: 

For Luxury, ſweet Virtue's deadlieſt Foe ! 
Gender'd by Hell to ſcourge this World below, 
Mid barren wilds diſdains to fix her throne, 


And to America is yet unknown. 


Such was the calm, the pleaſing life I led, 
Till ruthleſs War her deathful banner ſpread 
O'er our affrighted Plains—O time deplor'd, 
When Britain gainſt her Offspring drew the Sword! 
And Civil Diſcord, with remorſeleſs hand, 

In anarchy and carnage whelm'd the Land ! 
How many hearts that fatal hour ſhall mourn 
In preſent times and ages yet unborn ! 

How many Wretches at this day lament 

A Child, a Huſband, or a Father, fent 

To that dread Realm, of flitting Ghoſts the ſeat, 


From whence no Traveller can e'er retreat! 


T 


At 
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At War's approach, domeſtic Comfort fled, 
And dark Suſpicion came in Concord's ſtead : 
The Brother now againſt the Brother roſe, 
And deareſt Friends were turn'd to deadlieſt Foes ; 
For each eſpous'd the cauſe he favourd moſt, 
And ſome the Congreſs join'd, and ſome the Britiſh Hoſt. 
For me, tho' much my Country's fate I griev'd, 


Tho' much I wiſh'd her every wrong reliev'd, 


Still, to my Prince and Albion's intereſt true, 
No foul rebellious thought this boſom knew: 
Not ſo my Brother—his ambitious ſoul 


Had lon g diſdain'd the Parent-State's controul ; 

And now, by love of ſacred Freedom fir'd, 

To burſt his Country's bonds the Youth af} pir* : 
Full oft to ſhake my loyalty he ſought; 

Full oft from Congreſs tempting offers brought 

To bribe my faith away ;—but bribes were vain !— 
For wealth, ſo purchas'd, who wou'd not diſdain ? 


At length, he threaten'd fierce—my anger roſe— 


And, from that hour, we met not, but as Foes. 


Ca Meanwhile 
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Neanwhile the faithful Partner of my heart 
Im plor'd her Lord to take a neutral part; 
And, weeping, urg'd our Children's helpleſs ſtate, 
With all thoſe various horrors that await 
The ſofter Sex, when Civil Diſcord reigns, 
And furious War deſpotic rule maintains: 
But vain her tears the Britiſh tents I ſought, 
And fondly hoped——O curſt deluſive thought! 
That Albion's power wou'd certain ſhelter yield, 
And my lov'd Cot from every danger ſhield. 


Hence, tho' the change this anxious boſom mourn'd, 


My harmleis ſheephook to a ſpear I turn'd, 

And under CAMPBELL's * loyal Banner ſped 

To join the Legions by CoRNWALL1s led. 

Arriv'd—I preſs to have my Wife ſecur'd, 

With our ſweet Infants, from the Rebel Sword : 

_ * Logp Wiltiam CAMPBELL, Governor of South-Carolina, whoſe courage 

| prompted him, at the attack of Fort-Sullivan, to fill a ſtation of peculiar danger, by 

undertaking the command of the lower-deck guns of the Br1sTor, SR PETER 


PARKER's + op commanded by the gallant CayTain Morats. 
See ANDREWS's Hit. of the late War. 
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Nor were my prayers by Albion's Chief forgot, 
Heſſians he ſent to guard my helpleſs Cot. 


Meantime brave PARKER's Fleet receives command, 
To reſcue Charles-Town from Rebellion's hand: 
The naval Chiefs their ſtately ſhips prepare, 
While CAMPBELL pants the bold empriſe to ſhare; 
His faithful Bands an equal ardour ſhow, 
And, with their Lord, on board the Briſtol go. 
Ere bluſhing twilight uſhers in the day, 
Our fails we fet, our ponderous anchors weigh: 
But obſtacles perverſe the ſhips detain, 
Till, towards high-noon, Fort-Sullivan we gain ;. 
Gainſt whoſe ſtrong walls our pealing cannon pour, 
Of iron ſhot, a dark and deathful ſhower ; 
While, foo the hoſtile Fort, with lightning's ſpeed, 
Vindictive ſtorms of red-hot balls proceed. 
Twice did theſe globes of fire tremendous raiſe, 
Wide o'er the Briſtol's deck, a fearful blaze; 
Yet unappaPd the hardy Sailors ſtood, 
And quench'd th' aſpiring flames with Britain's choiceſt 
blood 

Their 
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Their dauntleſs CAPTAIN, by his Friends upborne, 
One arm lop'd off, his fleſh with bullets torn, 
In manly ſtrains each fainting boſom cheers, 
Extols the Seamen, quells the Landmen's fears, 
Till Rebel hands a ball, hot-glowing, ſent, 
Which thro” the vitals of the Hero went; 
Swift at the wound his mighty Spirit fled, 
The quivering body join'd our heaps of Dead. 
Exalted Moris ! may the trump of Fame 
From age to age reſound thy peerleſs name ! 
And Britain's Sons, till time ſhall ceaſe to be, 
In every bold encounter copy thee ! 
Nor ſhow'd brave PaRKER's deeds unnotic'd go 
Furious he pours his thunders on the Foe, 
Till trembling Carolina's furtheſt bound 
Of bellowing War repeats the dreadful ſound : 
But undiſmay'd each Rebel Soldier ſtood 
Mid piles of Slain, and purple tides of blood. 


At length our guns the adverſe Standard bore 
From it's proud ſtation headlong to the ſhore ; 


When, 
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When, inſtant, down a high embraſure ſprung 
A Warrior“ who, our heavieſt fire among, 
Coolly advanc'd—the proſtrate Standard gain'd ; 
And, mid a ſhower of whizzing deaths, attain'd 
His former poſt—then on a ſpunge-ſtaff rais'd 
The tatter'd Flag with kindred ſtripes emblaz'd. 


While, from the BriſtoFs deck, this deed I view'd, 
My eyes—(l bluſh to own it—) were bedew'd 
With tears of joy—I gloried in the thought 
Of the bold act my Countryman had wrought. 


Ten dreadful hours the Britiſh Chieftains wage 
Horrific War in all it's deadlieſt rage; 
Till Nature, weeping for her Children ſlain, 
Bids Darkneſs o'er the coaſt aſſume her reign, 
And, with night's ſooty mantle, interpoſe 
Twixt Albion and her ſtill unconquer'd Foes. 
* The American, who thus diſtinguiſhed himſelf, was a Sergeant of the name of 


JASPER ; but, for a full account of this circumſtance, ſee AxpREWS's Hf. of the late 
Far. 


And 
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And now, this fierce, tho' fruitleſs, conflict o'er, 

Intrepid PARKER haſten'd to explore 

His ſhatter'd Squadron's loſs——ſevere it prov'd— 

The maſts were craſh'd — the ſcuppers ſtream'd with 
blood— 

And in the Briſtol ſcarce a Man was found, 

Save PARKER's ſelf, who had not felt a wound. 

Diſabled thus, reluctant we retire, 

And blaſt CoRNWALLISs' ears with tidings dire. 

When on my wounds the Leech's {kill had wrought 

A partial cure, my darling Cot I ſought; 

By CAMPBELL's leave permitted to review 

My Wife, my Babes, and take a long adieu 

Of all I held molt dear, ere Britain's Hoſt 

| Deſerted Carolina's marſhy coaſt, 

And up the Cheſapeak purſued their way 

To Staten-Iſle, where the grand Army lay. 

Joyous I march'd, tho? oft my vigour fail'd, 

While nerveleſs Languor every limb affail'd ; 

Yet the {ſweet hope of ſeeing thoſe I lov'd 


To my weak frame a generous cordial proy'd ; 
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And mimic Faney, this fond heart to cheer, 


oft bade before my raviſh'd fight appear 
My liſping Babes, my kind enraptur'd Wife, 
To welcome home, from ſcenes of ſavage ſtrife, 


The Man whoſe loſs had fill'd with keeneſt pain 


Thoſe breaſts where joy was ever wont to reign.— 
But O, what words my feelings can difplay ! 

Or half the horrors of the ſcene pourtray 

Which met theſe eyes, juſt as I gain'd the wood 
Beneath whoſe ſtately palms my Dwelling ſtood !—"' 


The wretched Soldier paus'd—reſiſtleſs woe 
Awhile forbade his mournful words to flow : 
He ſobs—he choaks—long time his accents fail— 


Till, eas'd by tears, he thus purſues his Tale : 


C Twas night—but fire the beams of day ſupplied 


And Heaven's expanſe with glowing crimſon dyed. 

Thick clouds of ſmoke adown the Valley came, 

While—ma@ning ſight !—a ſheet of ruddy flame 
D 
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Thro' every window of my Cot aſpires, 
And whelms the crackling roof in raging fires, 


Inſtant, to ſave my houſehold Train I fly 
When lo! a band of Heſſians draw my eye, 
Quick marching thro the meads—to theſe I call, 
And claim their aid to ſave my little all; 

But the curſt Wretches, deaf to loudeſt woe, 
With ſteps more rapid croſs the Valley go. 

And now, to ſnatch the Partner of my heart 


From threatening death, amid the flames I dart— 
But O, what horrid ſounds invade my ear! 


My tender Children's dying ſhrieks I hear! 

A Father's aid the tortur'd Babes invoke— 
Furious I Tuſh, thro' ſuffocating ſmoke, 

Their blazing couch to find—when lo! my Wife, 
Her boſom fcorch'd, and panting ſore for life, 
Senſeleſs beſide the ſhrieking Babes I view— 

Her form I graſp—and, mid hot flames, purſue 
My deſperate courſe, till open air I gain, 

And place my precious burden on the plain ; 


Then for my Babes 1 haſte, but haſte in vain ! 


The 


{ 19 J 


The roof gives way, and, with a fearful ſound, 


My ſmouldring Cot is levelłd to the ground. 


Unman'd, diſtracted, void of all relief, 
Silent I ſtood, a monument of grief 
Then o'er my writhing Wife in anguiſh hung 
Frantic ſhe view'd me, and, with faltering tongue, 
Exclaim'*d : „ Ah fly! the Heſſian Fiends return! 
Again, again, our wretched Cot they burn, 
And plunge us deep in flames !--O haſte, and ſend 
My boſom's Lord his Offspring to defend !—” 


She pausd—Kind Heaven a moment's ſenſe ſupplied ;—= 
& And art thou here? (th' enraptur'd Angel cried :) 
My Lord, my Love !—and do we meet again ?— 
Delightful recompence for all my Þain !— 
Nay, look not thus !—thy earthly fojourn o'er, 
Our happy. ſouls ſhall meet to part no MOre— 
One moment, Heaven !—Alas, it will not be 
Fain wou'd I live a while to comfort thee—? 
Her feeble accents fail—her ſpirit flies, 
On Faith's ſtrong wing; to it's congenial Skies. 
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For me, kind Nature, with maternal care, 
To chaſe the thought of ills I could not bear, 
My ſenſes in a deathlike ſtupor bound; 
Nor did I waken from this fleep profound 
Till faithful Slaves, who long had own'd my ſway, 
By chance directed where their Maſter lay, 
To Britain's tents this torpid form convey'd, 
And calld back Hife by medicinal aid. 
Miſtaken Kindneſs! happy had I been, 
Thrice happy, if theſe eyes had never ſeen 
Earth's dreary proſpects more! fince Miſery's dart 
Had pierc'd, with cureleſs wounds, this tortur'd heart: 
And ſweet Revenge, the Wretch's dread relief ! 


I taſted not to mitigate my grief.— 


Reproach to diſcipline Eternal ſhame- 
To every Leader of the Heſſian name! 
Tho' clear it was that German Fiends, inſpird 
By Avarice, Imp of Hell! my Dwelling fir'd; 
And pillag'd all my ſtore; tho' every cot, 
By loyal boſoms own'd, partook my lot, 
The 
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The murderous Spoilers unchaſtis'd remain'd, 
And Lords of all the ſuffering Country reign'd. 


Such was the ſhelter Heſſian Guards beſtow'd 
On thoſe whoſe blood in Britain's (quarrel flow'd 4 
Unhappy Britain ! ſure thy Genius fled, 

And Wiſdom's Spirit, mourning, hung her head, 


When needy German Slaves, on plunder bent, 
Gainſt thy rebellious Progeny were ſent! 


Full oft—forgive me, Heaven this aching heart, 
Inflam'd with wrongs, was ripe to quit the part 
Of Albion's King but Virtue's timely aid 
Subdu'd the raſh deſign by paſſion made: 
Yet, ſtung. with all the torments of Deſpair, 
Life ſeem'd no longer worthy of my care; 
And in each. field where brave CokxwALLIs fought, 
To end my grievous pilgrimage I ſought : 
But vain the wiſh a Hero's death to find ! 
Stern Fate for added woes this breaſt defign'd.. 

At 


1 
At length, a thouſand toils and dangers paſt, 
Relentleſs Fortune led my ſteps at laſt 


To join the Bands who own'd brave SKINNER's # ſway, 
And ſtrive to chaſe Rebellion's Sons away 

From each back Town of Carolina's Plains - 

But vain th' attempt in theſe unletter'd ſtrains | 

To picture horrors Fancy ſcarce can feign, 
Which, with a heart that bled at every vein, 
I now beheld ;—Suffice it then to ſay, 

That oft our Leader ſcatterd wild diſmay 
Oer all the Rebel Hoſt—yet ſtill they fought, 
Tho' Britiſh gold barbaric Indians brought, 
Arm'd with fell Tomahawks, a murderous Band 
To ſcourge with maſſacre the groaning Land. 


At length, by hopes of ſweet Revenge inſpir'd, 

By patriot zeal and love of Freedom fir'd, 

The Rebels, frengthen'd with auxiliar force, 

One mighty effort make t' arreſt bold SKINNER's courſe. 
* Brigadier-General CORTLAND SK1NNER, previous to the late War his Majeſty's 

Attorney-General of the Province of New-Jerſey ; afterwards Commander of fix 


battalions of Loyaliſts, in which ſtation he conducted himſelf with diſtinguiſhed zeal 
and bravery. 
** 
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Now, front to front, our hoſtile Legions ſtand, 
And anxious wait the ſignal of command. 
Barbaric war-whoops pierce the echoing ſky, 


Provincial trumpets louder ſtill reply; 
While, by the deep-mouth'd cannon's thundering ſound, 
Ear-thrilling yells and martial blaſts are drown'd ; | 
A bloody ſtrife enſues—Death's iron car 
Triumphant ranges o'er the field of war. 

Long time doth Fortune equal hold the ſcale, 
But England's mighty arms at laſt prevail: 
Rebellion's Sons in broken ranks retire, 

Save on one ſpot, where, with heroic fire, 

A brave Provincial wakes the ſlambering zeal 

Of every Private for the- public weal. 


« Yield not, my Friends! (the Rebel-Patriot cries ;) 
Your bleeding. Country on your aid relies ! 
O ſave her liberty, preſerve her laws, 

Or greatly fall in Freedom's glorious cauſe!ꝰ 


He 
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He ceas'd—the Rebel Train his words obey, 
And boldly follow where he leads the way. 
Twas mine to ſtop th' intrepid Warrior's courſe ; 
But vain my efforts, vain my utmoſt force ! j 
Till, hurPd from Indian hands, a whirring dart 
Reſiſtleſs came, and pierc'd his manly heart— 
He reeld—he fell—and, gaſping ſore for breath, 
Faintly exclaimd: “ I die a glorious death 
Yield not, my Countrymen !—our Foes retire— 


Nor, with your Chief, let Freedom's cauſe expire!“ 


His ſpeech I heard—his dying voice I knew— 
And to a Brother's ſuccour inſtant flew ; 
That hapleſs Brother's, who full oft had tried 
To draw this loyal heart from Britain's fide ! 
But O, too late I came !—ſupine he lay, 
A bleeding ghaſtly clod of breathleſs clay ! 
Diſtracted—wild—mid Rebel ſwords I ys 
Abhorring life, and reſolute to die: 
But, panic- ſtruck, the daſtard Foes retreat, 
Nor dare the fury of my arm to meet: 


Till, 
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Till, ſhelter'd by thick woods, they fiercely pour 
On Britain's conquering Hoſt a leaden ſhower 
Of whizzing deaths—My better leg is borne 
Far from my fide—my wretched boſom torn— 
Deep ſhades involv'd my eyes—to earth I fell, 
And bade, a while, the noiſome World farewel. 
Yet ſoon, too ſoon, did medicinal art 

Once more awake to life this woe-worn heart : 
But medicinal art no cure cow'd find 

For the ſharp tortures of a wounded mind. 

A mangled Cripple, friendleſs and forlorn, 

No tender Relative my fate to mourn, 

And, with Affection's healing hand, to ſhed 
Balſamic roſes o'er Pain's reſtleſs bed! 

Sullen I lay, the Victim of Deſpair, 

Too wretched een to ſeek relief from pray”'r ! 
But that bleft PowzRr, who ſeldom gives a pain 
Beyond what mortal weakneſs can fuſtain, 

A holy Paſtor ſent to ſooth my woes, 


And teach me Sorrow's dictates to oppoſe. 
E O ſtill, 
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O ſtill, methinks, I view the reverend Sire, 

His pitying eyes Wunyd with Heavenly fire, 
As kindly o'er my ſleepleſs couch he hung, 
While oft theſe accents iſſued from his tongue. 


« Short is the ſpace ere life's poor dream is or, 
And Sorrow's piercing cries are heard no more; 
When the proud Monarch, and the groveling Slave, 
Alike ſhall moulder in the loneſome grave, 
While their freed ſouls, without diſtinction, mount 
To give, in Realms Above, their great account: 


Then all our keeneſt ſufferings will appear 
Beneath the tranſient anguiſh of a tear; 

Then ſhall we know, that every ſtroke of Fate 
Was ſent to fit us for a better ſtate, 

Purge from our groſſer part each baſe alloy, 
And frame the towering ſoul for endleſs joy. 
Let Chriſtians, then, while yet on Earth they rove, 
By pure Religion, and by deeds of love, 
Enſure their bright inheritance Above. 


Learn 
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Learn all the various ills of life to bear; 
With meek-ey'd Hope repel the Fiend, Deſpair ; 
And tho' by adverſe Fortune ſore oppreſt, 
With pious Reſignation arm the breaſt.” 


By words like theſe, he ſweeten'd Sorrow's leaven ; 


By words like theſe, he rais'd my thoughts to Heaven: 
Religion o'er my ſoul aſſum'd her reign, 
And Peace and Health came ſmiling in her Train. 
Such were the gifts this holy Man beſtow'd; 

While to his perſevering zeal I ow'd 

The kind Certificate which SKINNER gave, 


This mangled frame from pining Want to ſave. 


% Haſte, Soldier, haſte, (my reverend Paſtor cries ;) 
To Albion haſte !—her charity ſupplies 
For each maim'd Veteran a calm Retreat, 
With more than life's neceſſities replete. 
England's laſt CHARLES, tho” little prone to ſhed 
Comfort's ſweet balm o'er thriftleſs Virtue's head, 
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A ſtately Manſion rais'd on Chelſea's ſtrand, 
For houſeleſs helpleſs Soldiers of the Land.” 


With grateful heart, theſe dictates I obey, 
And or the vaſt Atlantic wend my way 
To Parent Albion's ſea-encircl'd ſhore, 
Whither my Chief had bent his courſe before, 
Fan'd by propitious gales, we lightly ſweep 
The level boſom of the buoyant Deep; 
While ſpirit-kindling Hope, a Stranger-Gueſ ! 
Once- more dilates with joy this haraſs'd breaſt ; 
Till oft I ween, my every care will ceaſe, 


And life's declining fun go down in peace. 

While in theſe thoughts my former ills are loſt, 
With pealing ſhouts we hail Britannia's coaſt : 
Arriv'd—I ſeek kind SKINNER's helping hand 

To place his Soldier ſafe mid Chelſea's Band; 
But adverſe Fate now haſtens to deftroy 

My ſhort-liv'd dreams of ſublunary joy. 

London's proud towers, with many a toil, I gain, 
And {ſearch the Warrior there, but ſearch in vain ! 


7 At 
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At length, by Rumour led, his fteps 1 trace 
Far towards the North, where Merſey's waves embrace 
Wide-fſtretching Liverpool, whoſe walls infold 
Far-beaming Commerce, on her throne of gold. 
But here I quaff the bitter cup of grief; 
Fair Liverpool no longer boaſts the Chief; 
To Caledonian Hills he ſpeeds his way— 
Diſaſtrous fortune !—on the ſelf-ſame day 
When, pennylefs, exhauſted and forlorn, 
With painful ſteps I reach the City's bourn. 
My courage ſinks—yet ſtill reſolv'd to bear 
Life's cruel ftorms, and chaſe the Fiend, Deſpair ; 
To ſeek my Chief mid Scottiſh Hills 1 tray, 
And beg, from door to door, my weary way : 
But difappointment till my path attends— 
No Chief, alas, I find—no pitying Friends 
Deſpis'd; abus d, from Scottiſh Hills I flee, | 
And, aided by the Seraph, Charity, 


Imperial London once again I view—— 


Shame ties my tongue—O how ſhall I purſue 


My 
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| My doleful Story here. That ſavage Race, 
Beadles yclep'd—of Juſtice the diſgrace ! 

Yet, by their Office, bound to guard her cauſe, 
And thro? each diſtrict execute her laws, 
That flinty Tribe, tho' oft I loudly urge 
My clear Certificate, theſe ſhoulders {ſcourge 
With biting thongs—my honeſt ſcars I ſhow— 
But ſtill they aim the vile degrading blow; 
And, as a Vagrant, ſpurn the Man, whoſe all 


Was freely laviſt*d at Britannia's call: 
Till bleeding at the Ruffians' feet I lie, 
And aſk of Heaven that wretched boon, to die! 
Nor long had Nature been condemn'd to bear 
The double ſmart of Shame and fierce Deſpair, 
With thoſe keen tortures ſtarving Wretches feel, 


Had not kind HAMILTON, (with Pity's zeal,) 
By cordial draughts the ſprings of life renew'd, 
And fed theſe clammy lips with needful food.” 


THUs far the Soldier—While FELICIA's eyes 
With indignation flaſd 4 O ſhame! (ſhe cries ;) 


Are 
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Are blows the guerdon Britain's Sons diſpenſe 
On: Men whoſe all is loft in her defence? 

Are blows the guerdon Juſtice ſhould decree 
To Men who ſtarve thro' virtuous loyalty ? 
Curſt be thoſe- Fiends who, under Juſtice” name, 
Too oft have ſtung the noble breaſt with ſhame! 
Adding to pale Diſeaſe and Famine's gripe; 
Revilings harſh, with many a barbarous ſtripe !— 
But wherefore thus, the fleetin g moments waſte ? 
To. Chelſea's Rulers inſtant let me haſte— 
And O, if human frailty may aſpire 


To gain of righteous Heaven one fond deſire, 


Grant me, ye Powers, to heal this Veteran's woes, 


And gild his latter days with ſoft repoſe Kd 


She ſpoke—when RAN DOLL, whoſe benignant heart 
With kindeſt warmth eſpous'd the Soldier's part, 


In penſive mood advanc'd : “ Fair Dame, (he cries;) 
Malicious Fate our ardent wiſh denies, 

For HowarD—Friend of Worth !—bleſt Chelſea's Lord, 
This day preſides not at the Council-board !” 


He | 
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He ceagd.—A thouſand fears perplex the Dame; 
When, ſent by favouring Fortune, HoRNECK * came, 
With BUNBURY, of Britain's Nymphs the pride! 
In happy hour FELICIA's ſteps to guide. | 
To theſe ſhe tells her Veteran's tragic Tale: 

His hapleſs lot the feeling Pair bewail. 
BUNBURY's bright eyes ſoft Pity's dew-drops grace, 
And add freſh ſweetneſs to. her Angel-face; 
While HoRNEck een FELICIA's ardour ſhares, 
And, inſtant, to the Council-board repairs : - 
The Soldier's cauſe in manly ſtrains he pleads; 
And fair FELICIA to the preſence leads. | 

Of courteous HALE +, who ſecond holds command 
Oer ſheltering Chelſea's war-diſabled Band y 

To him the Fair proclaims her Veteran's woes, 

To him the pallid mangled Wretch ſhe ſhows; 
Nor ſhows in vain— The Soldier's ghaſtly look, 
Where Famine OTA more perſuaſive ſpoke 


* Lieutenant-Colonel 8 of the Guards. 
9 Lieutenant-General B. Harz, Lieutenant-Governor of Chelſea Hoſpital. 
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Than all the melting eloquence that hung 


On ſweet FELICIA's faſcinating tongue. 


But courteous HALE laments with heart-felt grief 


The want of power to miniſter relief, 

Till, from his Corps, the Veteran hath obtain'd 
(What his hard ſervice ſhould, ere then, have gain'd) 
A full Diſcharge.—“ Alas, (FxLiciA cries) 

While tears of anguiſh gliſten in her eyes, 

If for ſuch forms the ſuffering Wretch muſt wait, 
Thy charity, perhaps, may come too late ! 

But, if compaſſion's glow thy boſom warms, 

For once diſpenſe with unimportant forms ! 
Neceflity o'er Cuſtom ſhould prevail.” 

Her words fink deep upon the breaft of HALE : 


To candid YONGE * Who long, with equal hand, 


O'er War's dread Sons hath borne ſupreme command, 
He goes, and earneſt pleads the Veteran's cauſe : 


Kind YoNGE diſpenſes with retarding laws ; 


The right honourable S1 GzoRGE YoNGE, Bart. K. B. Secretary at War. 
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And promiſes—while Heaven approving ſmiles— 
To recompenſe the humble Soldier's toils | 
By an out-penſfion from that bounteous Board 
Oer which brave HowanD rezgns preſiding Lord. 
Impatient HoRNECK to FELICIA brings 

(While Pleaſure to his bounding feet gives wings) 


This welcome news—FELICIA treads on air 


“ High Heaven (ſhe cries) hath liftew'd to my pray'r ! 


For once I taſte that pureſt earthly joy, 

That only bliſs undaſh'd with baſe alloy, 

The luxury of turning deepeſt Woe 

To ſweet Content, to Rapture's brighteſt glow ! ? 
Thus ſpeaking, to the Veteran ſhe repairs ; 

Her joyous brow the happy news declares — 
But words are vain thoſe feelings to impart 
Which rife 1 pontaneous in a grateful heart! 

As well might dim-ey'd Man attempt to trace 
Th' impenetrable depths of Heavenly grace! 
Shall then a Muſe who vent'rous ſtrikes the Lyre, 


By Nature taught—ſhall ſuch a Muſe aſpire 


The 
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The Veteran's ſtrong emotions to rehearſe 
In the bold thunders of heroic verſe ? — 
Far be 't from her ſuch daring chords to try 


Let Fancy, here, Deſcription's place ſupply. 


FELICIA now, in accents that impart 
New rapture to her thankful Soldier's heart, 
With gracious ſmile takes leave ; but firſt the Fair 
Commends her favour'd Veteran to the care 
Of time-bleach'd HamiLToN, who kindly came 
To aid, in Virtue's cauſe, the zealous Dame. 
With wonder filPd, the happy Soldier rears 
His feeble hands, his eyes, ſuffus'd with tears, 
Y To Heaven's high Throne; and, on FELICIA's head, 
Implores the bounteous SoURCE or Jor to ſhed 
His brighteſt beams.—<* Ah why, (FELicia cries ;) 
Ah why, for me, invoke yon azure ſkies ? 
What I have done, at melting Pity's call, 
Afflicted Virtue may demand from all: 
Yet long it was—O ſhame to Human kind! 
Ere thou, ill-fated Man! one Friend could'ſt find 
F 2 Thy 
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Thy houſeleſs head from pelting ſtorms to guard, 


Or claim, at Britain's hand, thy due reward. 
But think not, here, my charity ſhall pauſe 
To Howard's ſelf Il boldly plead thy cauſe, 
Till public kindneſs ſhall thy age maintain, 


Till ſafe thou dwelPft mid Chelſea's peaceful Train.“ 


She ſpoke—and once more left Auguſta's towers 


To taſte the fragrance of her rural Bowers ; 
While ſelf-approving Conſcience, Heavenly Sprite ! 
Inſpir'd each ſwift-wing'd moment with delight. 
And now the Dame her Soldier's Tale pourtrays, 
And ſtraight to How aRrD's pitying eye conveys : 
While he, who never turn'd from Miſery's pray'r, 
A day appoints to meet the anxious Fair: 

But, ere that day, the kind FELICIA hies 

Again to bleſs her grateful Soldier's eyes : 

No longer on the Bridge his form ſhe views, 
But, taught by HAulLroN, her courſe purſues 
Thro' rugged' ſtreets, by many a crazy wall, 

And time-ſhook manſion, nodding to it's fall; 


Tull 
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Till near a drain, where filthy offals flow'd, 


FELICIA found her Veteran's drear abode ; 

Whoſe bulging ſides the roof could ill ſuſtain, 
Whoſe dirt-grim'd windows ſcarce could boaſt a pane 
Unbroke—while fetid noxious ſmells prevail 

Thro' the dull ftreet, and taint each paſſing gale. 
FELICIA's chariot now, with wondering eye, 

The Tenants of this ſhatterd hut deſcry ; 

And much they marvel what the courtly Fair 


Can want with Wretches who inhabit there :. 


Nor could they credit, that ſo great a Dame 

To ſeek a poor decrepit Soldier came: 

But ſhe, to view her crippled Charge demands; 

The Wretches ſtare—and, with uplifted hands, 

Affirm, that three revolving days are ſpent 

Since, thriftleſs, from their hut the Soldier went, 

To Chelſea bound.—FELIc1a's cheek grows pale 

While chilling fears her gentle breaſt aſſail, 

Leſt they, in whoſe lean looks and tatter'd gear 

Strong marks of. bittereſt penury appear, 
Lurd 
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Lur'd by that Penſion which, the Dame believ'd, 


Her feeble Veteran had, ere then, receiv'd, 

Shou'd, en to Hell, curſt Lucre have purſu'd, 

And in his blood their murderous hands imbru'd. 
Struck by this thongit—to Chelſea's domes ſhe flies, 
And every means to find the Veteran tries; 

When aged Penſioners, who erſt had ſeen 

Their Brother of the War, and mark'd his mien, 
Eſſay to ſearch him out; their toils ſucceed ; 

And, to his guardian Fair, the Man of woe they lead, 


FELICIA joys to find her terrors vain ; 
But ſoon, alas, that joy is turn'd to pain ! 
With infant weakneſs, and with ſnail-like pace, 
While Death glares horrid in his eager face, 
The tottering Soldier comes — ſo ſhrunk, ſo wan, 
He ſeems the walking ſhadow of a Man! 
Vet renovating joy his ſtrength renews 
When ſweet FELICIA's welcome form he views. 
«© O Heaven! (exclaims the Fair,) what turn of Fate 
Hath ſunk thee, Soldier, to this piteous ſtate ? 
The 
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The mournful cauſe reveal.”—To ſpeak, he tries; 


But on his lips each half-form'd ſentence dies ; 


Till, after many a feeble vain eſſay, 
He falters out: © As, on the deſtin'd day, 
To yon proud Hoſpital I bent my way 
The promis'd Boon to claim; a languor dread 
Thro' all my nerveleſs members ſudden ſpread ; 
And oft I fear'd this pulſe would ceaſe to beat, 
Ere Chelſea's Walls my longing eyes ſhould greet : 
But vain that fear—the Hoſpital I gain'd, 
And there, from Charity's warm hand, obtain'd 
A Scroll whoſe power this tottering Fabric plac'd 
In yon Abode, with lovely neatneſs grac'd ; 
Where ſoft Humanity's all-potent art 
Of Pain's ſharp tortures numbs the raging ſmart. 
To thee, kind Angel! this Retreat I owe— 
How different from my late Abode of woe ! 
Where noxious filth the crazy hut defiFd, 
Where Famine dwelt, and Comfort never ſmil'd !— 
Fain would I live—on thy lov'd form to gaze 
Fain would I live to blazon wide thy praiſe— 

8 Ah 
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Ah no lit will not be !—This heart was broke 
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By the fell Beadle's ignominious ſtroke; 
Nor can thy hand, fo nobly prone to fave! 


Long keep thy grateful Soldier from the grave.“ 


FELICIA wept.—“ O waſte not (cries the Fair,) 
Thy ebbing ſtrength, nor yield thee to Deſpair ! 
My ready purſe ſome choſen Leech ſhall bring, 
With goblets ſparkling from Hygeia's ſpring, 
Gainſt all thy ailments potent war to wage, 


And check the ſcorching fever's deſperate rage.” 


She ſpoke—and to his new-found Manſion bears 
Her gaſping Charge ; nor pains, nor gold ſhe ſpares, 
By med'cine's aid, to ſtay his fleeting breath, 
And blunt the arrows of all-conquering Death. 
But tho” each tender inclination led 
The anxious Dame to watch her Soldier's bed, 
Yet ſtrong Neceſſity, whoſe tyrant ſway, 

Een Kings themſelves acknowledge and obey, 


Compels 
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Compels her from his couch her courſe to bend 
Impatient HowarD's ſummons to attend: 
Hence, to a truſty Menial me conſigns 


Her thankful Charge, whoſe brow with pleaſure ſhines 
As, in ſoft ſtrains, the condeſcending Fair 


Bids him rely on her unwearied care. 


«© And muſt thou hence? (with trembling voice he 
cries;) 

And muſt thou hence? bleſt Favourite of the Skies! 
Ah then no more thy Soldier ſhall review 
That honour'd form—thou beſt of Friends, adien ! 
Long may'ft thou live, meek Virtue's Sons to bleſs, 
And dry the bitter tear of deep Diſtreſs ! 
Long mayp'ſt thou live—and may the Powers divine 
Add to thy life whate'er they take from mine ! 
For ſoon this World will vaniſh from my ſight, 
Like ſome deluſive phantom of the night; 


But if to Spirits, after death, is given 
Th” ecſtatic bliſs of chaſing Sorrow's leaven 


403 From 


L 42 J 
From thofe they reverenc'd here, my care ſhall be- 
To ſpread, ſweet taſk ! a guardian ſhield o'er thee ;: 
And deck thy | earthly paths with choiceſt flowers, 
Till fafe I guide thee to Celeſtial Bowers; 
Where only thou a due reward can't find 
For all the graces that adorn thy mind!” 


He ceagd—FELICIA, filent, preſs'd his hand, 


And fled a fcene which Nature cou'd not ſtand :: 
Meanwhile fam'd Leeches try their utmoſt art 

To renovate the drooping Soldier's. heart; 

But mortal pangs the ſeat of life affail, 

Nor deepeſt ſkill, nor precious drugs prevail! 

For ailments, gender'd by corroſive Woe, 

Full oft have given to hfe as dire a blow 

As Java's fatal Tree, whoſe wondrous. breath: 
Empoiſons every gale with inſtantaneous death! 
And ere the kind FELIicia cou'd regain 

Her Veteran's couch, ftern Fate had burſt in twain 
His mortal bonds,——Mourn, Sons of Britain, mourn, 
For him, who to the ſilent grave is borne 


O 
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On that auſpicious hour when Chelſea's Lord 
Benignly pants, his ſufferings to reward, 
And ſmooth/the pillow of Diſeaſe and Pain 
With every comfort Chelſea's Walls contain * ! 
But fruitleſs is each effort to impart 
The chilling damp that ſtruck FELICIA's heart 
When, borne on Pleaſure's | gale, ſhe came to bleſs 
Her Veteran with glad tidings of ſucceſs, 
The Mourner heard, his towering ſoul was flown 
To the dread precincts of a World unknown.. 
Nor leſs doth Howary's feeling heart lament 
That fatal ſhaft, by power reſiſtleſs ſent, 
Which. robs. him of a joy beyond compare, 
The joy of making injur'd Worth his care. 


* SIR GrokGe HowaARD, when FELIcIA waited upon him, aſſured her, that 
CHARLES SHORT ſhould, on the firſt vacancy, be admitted as an In- Penſioner of 
Chelſea Hoſpital; although there were, at the time of her application, above nine hun- 
dred Perſons ſoliciting the ſame favour : — he declared, that he never ſuffered himſelf to 
be governed by the interceſſions of the Powerful, but always relieved, in the firſt inſtance, 
thoſe who appeared to him the greateſt objects of charity; therefore, in compliance with 
this rule, he would give every poſſible relief to SHoRT, whoſe. caſe he deemed pecu- 


larly unfortunatee. 
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